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CHRISTMAS LIGHTS 


Through the medium of the Vigil Light, the grand old custom 
of our forefathers of burning a Light on Christmas Eve may be 
continued with convenience, cleanliness, and safety. 

This Vigil Light may be used not only to express joy at the 
birth of the Savior, but there may be other occasions throughout the 
year when a Devotional Light is desired 

One Vigil Light will burn all through the night, and requires no 
care as it is absolutely safe. 

A package containing twelve Vigil Lights, a fine Ruby Glass, 
and a Brass Stand will be sent postpaid on receipt of $2.00. 

Write for leaflet, Home Devotions, Department “‘A” 


Will & Baumer Candle Co., Inc. Syracuse, N. Y. 





Attention! Young Men Desiring to Enter a Religious 
Nursing Order, Caring for Male Patients Only 


Hundreds of our Catholic young women dedicate their lives to the service of the sick as 
Sisters of Mercy or Charity, but comparatively few young men heed the call of the Master 
who said, “... I was sick and you comforted Me...” 

Catholic young men, consider the Congregation of Alexian Brothers, — an Order of Lay- 
men who devote their lives to nursing the sick directly, or indirectly by filling other positions 
in a hospital, for which their talents or inclinations best fit them. For particulars address: 

. 


Brother Novice Master, Alexian Brothers’ Monastery & Training School, 
1200 - 1256 Belden Ave. Chicago, Illinois 





LAPIDAR 


An excellent, non-poisonous remedy for purifying the blood and toning up the system. 
LAPIDAR is not an ordinary patent medicine. It is composed of leaves, flowers and herbs, all 
gathered from the mountains in Switzerland. LAPIDAR is compounded by Rev.Father Kuenzle 
of St. Gall, Switzerland, the best authority on Swiss Alpine herbs, whose books are in official 
use in many schools in Switzerland. LAPIDAR acts favorably in cases of gout, skin diseases, 
abscesses,stiffness of the limbs,faulty circulation, etc. It has a very beneficial effect especial- 
ly on the stomach, kidneys and lungs. Price $2.50 per box. 


' Address: Lapidar Co., 
Agents wanted Chino, California 





INFORMATION CORNER 


During the winter months our work is unusually heavy and 
our help limited. All orders will receive our prompt and careful 
attention; with regard to letters, however, we must appeal to the pa- 
tience of our kind friends and request a lapse of a reasonable length 
of time before you expect a reply. 


We must warn our kind readers not to send money in coins 
or bills placed loose in letters, as it is decidedly unsafe. Whenever 
possible, send remittance by Money Order, Check or Draft made 
payable to Mother M. Dolorosa. 








Premiums for New Subscriptions to 


One New 
Subscription 


Two New 
Subscriptions 


Three New 
Subscriptions 


Four New 
Subscriptions 


Five New 
Subscriptions 


Six New 
Subscriptions 


Eight New 
Subscriptions 


“Tabernacle and Purgatory” 


A Brochure, containing the doctrine of BI]. de Montfort on 
“True Devotion to Mary,” a most welcome premium; or, 
A Gilt Jubilee Medal of St. Benedict; or, 

A Genuine Cocoa Rosary. 


A Beautiful Picture, “Death of St. Joseph,” 15x22 in.; 
or, A Lovely Picture of the Mother of God with the 
Divine Child, 16 x 26 in.; or 
“The Holy Face,” 16 x 21 in. 





“The Golden Book,” A complete Blessed Virgin Prayer- 
book, containing the treatise of Bl. de Montfort on “True 
Devotion to Mary,” cloth binding, red edges; or, 

“The Last Supper,” 20x 32 in. The original is considered 
the greatest masterpiece of Christian art. 





A Heavily Gold-plated Jubilee Medal of St. Benedict; 
or, A Genuine, fine Cocoa Rosary on Gold-filled chain. 


A Rolled-gold Scapular Locket, with Gold-filled chain; 
or, A Heavily Gold-plated Jubilee Medal of St. Bene- 
dict, with chain. 


“The Golden Book,” A complete Blessed Virgin prayer- 
book, containing the treatise of Bl. de Montfort on “True 
Devotion to Mary,” gold edges, leather binding, 448 pp; 
or, “The Passion of our Lord Jesus Christ,” according to 
the Revelations of Anna Catherine Emmerich, in German 
or in English. 


The Book ‘‘Father Paul of Moll’’ in English only; or 
‘* Adoration Book of the Blessed Sacrament,’’ in Eng- 
lish or in German, leather binding; or, 

A handsome Rosary, Gold-filled chain, guaranteed 
from 10 to 20 years. 


FOR ADVENT AND CHRISTMAS 
Little Devotions to the Holy Infant Jesus. A variety of 


loving aspirations to the Divine Infant, unsurpassed in charm and 
beauty. Suitable for preparing the heart for Advent and Christmas. 
A friend: ““These devotions are so sweet...so deeply spiritual.” 
5 cts. each; $4.00 per 100. 





DROWNS IWIN ASS 





During holy Advent time, the Church turns toward Mary with all 
possible love and tenderness. Mary is the tabernacle of God! She is 
the sanctuary of the Most High. In her spotless bosom she bears the 
Holy of Holies. What a wonderful union between Jesus and Mary! What 
an object of love and complacency for the Heavenly Father! What graces 
Mary must have received whilst bearing the Incarnate Son of God in her 
most chaste womb! With holy expectation and interior recollection, the 
Immaculate Virgin awaited the birth of her Divine Child, the ‘‘most beau- 
tiful of the children of men.’’ May we, too, in the holy time of Advent, 
enter into the sentiments of Mary and of Holy Church. 
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A monthly periodical devoted to the honor of the Most Blessed Sacrament and 
the consolation of the Poor Souls. Price $1.00; Canada $1.50 
Published with the approbation of Rt. Rev. M. F. Burke, D. D. 
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The Tabernacle — The Open Treasury 
of the Christian, 





JESUS IS EVER with us in the holy tabernacle. He is 
with us in the fulness of His Godhead, and in the splendor 
of His glorified Humanity. He has erected His dwelling upon 
the altar (Ps. lxxxiii), and He finds His delight among the 
children of men. Full of infinite love towards them, and full 
of most touching compassion for their weakness and poverty, 
He offers them the immeasurable riches of His Divinely-human 
treasures of grace. O wonderful Mystery of Divine Love! Thou 
containest Jesus, the source of all grace, the most precious 
Treasure! All the mysteries of His life, Passion and death, 
are united into one; all the merits He has acquired, are gathered 
here — gathered for you, happy soul, for each one of us. Here 
is contained the Incarnation, the Redemption, the sanctification 
and blessedness, yea all, all that Jesus gave, could give and 
wished to give, — all that He is and has. “Yes, everything,” 
exclaims St. Chrysostom, “everything has He given to you; 
nothing, absolutely nothing has He reserved for Himself.” 
The Father has given everything into His hands, and with 
Him has given us everything (John xiii. 3; Rom. viii. 32). 
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David wished to bring the Ark of the Covenant from 
Cariathiarim to Sion. However, before doing so he permitted 
it to remain for three months in the house of Obededom, a 
Levite. And Holy Scripture declares expressly: “The Lord 
blessed Obededom and all his household” (2 Kings vi. 11). If 
then, the Ark of the Covenant which was but a figure of the 


Blessed Sacrament brought such rich blessings, what a stream. 


of graces and blessings will the living and personal presence 
of our Divine Savior in the holy tabernacle pour into the hearts 


of those who approach Him with humility and confidence? 


As a flood of rays emanates from the sun and diffuses itself 
over the whole earth, so do the rays of grace flow from the 
Sacred Host and sink into every faithful, contrite heart. Never 
does a soul that is penetrated with a lively faith approach 
Jesus and go away without being enriched. If we ourselves 
would not sow so many weeds in the garden of our soul, He 
would soon have it covered with treasures of grace. 

Yea, in His unbounded love, He most ardently desires 
us to come and take from Him the graces He extends to 
us, as though they were a burden which He could no longer 
support. Nothing, not even the sense of our unworthiness 
and sinfulness should deter us from appearing before Him; 
yea, the poorer we are, the oftener should we hasten to the 
Divine treasury that we may become enriched. The weaker 
we are, the more frequently should we approach the Divine 
fountain of grace that we may be revived and strengthened. 

Here, in the holy tabernacle, is the wonderful Pool of 
Bethsaida, that is, “house of mercy” or “place of healing,” in 
which the Divine waters of grace are constantly in beneficial 
motion. Here, every person can obtain health of his soul, 
and if it be the will of God, the health of his body likewise. 
Are you sick in soul?— Does the weight of your sins press 
you down? Are you blind?— Are you wanting in the nec- 
essary light and knowledge on the path of salvation? Are 
you lame? — Do you desire to make more rapid progress in 
virtue, but find yourself unable? Are you exhausted? — Does 
your strength and energy flag when striving for grace and 
merit? Oh, then come to the Divine place of healing, to Jesus 
in the Most Blessed Sacrament. He will help you, He will 
heal you! He is present here not for the angels, but for you, 
O happy child of man! And He wills that you do not fear, 
that you do not hesitate, but that you come with joy and 

















TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 245 


confidence and ask much of Him. This our Lord once revealed 
to St. Mechtilde in a clear and wonderful manner. 


A Most Encouraging Revelation. 


Once when she was overwhelmed with fear before God, 
and considered herself unworthy of His Divine mercy she 
seemed to hear the Heavenly Father speak: “Go to the Mother 
of My Son and ask her to give you her Child with all the 
treasures with which I gave Him to her and to the whole 
world for its salvation.” And the saint found the Infant wrapped 
in swaddling clothes and lying in the crib; and It said to her: 
“Behold, as soon as I had entered the world My Mother bound 
Me in swathing bands, so that I could move neither hands 
nor feet. Thereby My Heavenly Father wished to indicate: 
‘Come, draw near, and take of the treasures which this little 
Child has brought from heaven, for a newborn infant, whose 
hands and feet are closely bound, cannot defend itself, every- 
thing may be taken away.’ 

“And again, when in death I left this world, the execu- 
tioners fastened My hands and feet with iron nails to the Cross; 
and My Father seemed to say: ‘Come, draw near, and take 
the treasures which My Divine Son merited for you by His 
life, Passion and death. For, whoever is thus fastened hands 
and feet with nails, cannot restrain anyone from depriving 
him of his property.’ 

“And here in the Blessed Sacrament, I have deposited all 
the merits of My earthly life, Passion and death: all My goods, 
Divine and human. Therefore men may come confidently and 
take away what is Mine, for that is My desire, thattheymake 
use of My goods for his salvation and merit.”—Oh, that the 
children of men would understand this heavenly language! 

Now since the Most Blessed Sacrament is the inexhaus- 
tible fountain of all graces, and since Jesus Himself invites 
us so lovingly, let us frequently approach and draw there- 
from. Yes, let us leave our heart there always, and sink it 
deep into Love’s fountain, that it may become filled and over- 
flow with the waters of Divine grace. 


REMARK. — Here we wish to remark, that private revelations, according to the 
decrees of Pope Urban VIII. in the year 1634 and 1641, in so far as the Church 
has not decided upon them, claim only human credence. 
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The Blessed Sacrament and the Saints. 


IF WE STUDY the lives of the saints, we will invariably 
find that all, without exception, have a twofold attraction: 
a deep veneration for the Mother of God combined with 
childlike confidence in her intercession, and a burning love 
toward the Blessed Sacrament. Far removed from the tumult 
of life, forgetful of all else, we find them spend hours upon 
their knees in loving converse with our Divine Savior. No 
wonder that our Lord repeatedly revealed Himself to these 
souls and, now and then, lifted the veil behind which He 
conceals His Divinity and Humanity. He opened the eyes of 
His faithful children and showed them, in some measure, 
already on earth, what we are to behold unveiled in heaven 
for all eternity: the God-Man. A few such incidents from the 
lives of the saints cannot fail to animate our faith in the real 
presence of Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament. 

To St. Ida our Lord appeared three successive times, 
each time more beautiful, so that for the space of forty days 
she was filled with most intense joy. 

With her bodily eyes, St. Veronica of Binasco saw Him 
surrounded by angels. At the same time she beheld a won- 
derful light above the chalice. 

Vaulem, a Cistercian monk, saw the Child Jesus in the 
Sacred Host. In His tiny hands He held a golden crown, studded 
with precious stones. His countenance was friendly, His eyes 
sparkled, and His garments were whiter than snow. 

When Peter of Toulouse during Holy Mass held the Sac- 
red Host over the chalice, the Infant Jesus appeared to him in 
wondrous beauty. Overwhelmed by the splendor, he closed 
his eyes, but the vision continued. This happened almost 
every day during three or four months. 

A parish priest of Moncada in the kingdom of Valentia, 
was tormented with doubts respecting the validity of his 
ordination. Once, on Christmas, when celebrating Holy Mass, 
a wonderful thing took place. At the moment when the 
priest elevated the Sacred Host, a little child, not yet five 
years old, saw the Infant Jesus, instead of the Host, in the 
priest’s hands. The priest was overjoyed when he heard of this 
apparition and told the child to pay close attention the next 
morning; and lo! the same thing happened. However, the 
priest was not yet fully assured. He resolved to seek a final 
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and convincing proof. One morning he took three altar 
breads, but consecrated only two, one of which he received. 
After Holy Mass he called the child to the altar upon which 
the two Hosts lay. The child instantly distinguished the two 
and saw the same apparition of the heavenly Child in the 
consecrated Host alone. This test banished forever, all doubts. 
and scruples from the mind of the priest. 

Similar occurrences are related in the lives of St. Angela of 
Foligno, St. Hugh of Cluny, St. Ignatius, St. Lidwina, Dominic 
del Paradiso and many others. Our Lord often appeared to St. 
Catherine of Siena in the Blessed Sacrament under various 
forms. Usually, however, she beheld angels holding a golden 
veil, as a symbol of the Mystery, and in the centre a. Host with 
the image of a Child. At times she saw the angels and 
saints adoring our Lord on the altar. Frequently He appeared 
enveloped by flames, and then she saw herself, the priest 
and our Lord in the midst of this mysterious fire. Sometimes 
a light radiated from the altar and illuminated the whole — 
church. Again, when the priest divided the Sacred Host, she 
perceived how the entire Body of Christ was present in 
each part. 

Mary of Oignys repeatedly saw, at the elevation of the 
Sacred Host, our Lord under the form of a little Child sur- 
rounded by angels. When the priest communicated she saw 
our Divine Savior descend into his soul and fill it with a 
marvelous brightness. Sometimes she beheld Jesus in the 
form of a lamb or dove. On all feasts of our Lord He showed 
Himself to her in the form corresponding to the mystery 
celebrated. Thus, on Christmas He appeared as an Infant 
on the lap of His Mother, on Candlemas Day, in the arms 
of Simeon. During Passiontide she saw Him on the Cross, 
but this happened seldom, because her compassionate heart 
was too much affected thereby. 


Our Lord Appears under Various Forms. 


It also happened that our Lord appeared visibly to a 
whole congregation. Cantipratensis states that, in the church 
of St. Amatus in Douay, Flanders, a priest accidentally dropped 
a Sacred Host on the floor. In the greatest excitement he 
fell on his knees to pick It up, but behold! the Sacred 
Host rose of Itself and placed Itself upon the corporal on the 
altar. The priest immediately called the canon, who beheld a 
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wondrously beautiful Child lying on the corporal. The people 
pressed forward to see the miracle, and all were privileged 
witnesses of the apparition. 

When Cantipratensis heard of it, he went to Douay, and 
being acquainted with the dean asked to be shown the miracu- 
lous Host. The dean opened the tabernacle and the thronging 
multitude cried out, “Oh, see! See our Lord! I see Him!” 
Cantipratensis saw nothing but the Host, still he was not 


‘conscious of any secret sin that might hinder him from seeing . 


what others saw. Suddenly his eyes were opened and he 
saw the face of our Savior as of mature age and life-size. A 
crown of thorns was on His head and two drops of Blood 
trickled down His forehead. Cantipratensis threw himself upon 
his knees and burst into tears. On arising, he saw neither 
crown nor Blood, but only our Lord turned to the right, so 
that the right eye was scarcely visible. He was resplendent 
and beautiful; His forehead high, the nose long and regular, 
the eyes lowered. His hair hung over His shoulders, His beard 
was long, His cheeks thin, and His head bowed. During this 
time, others saw Him in various forms; to some He showed 
Himself nailed to the Cross, to others as the supreme Judge 
of the living and the dead; but the majority saw Him as a 
Child. Thus reads the narrative of a man who, in minutest 
detail, relates what he himself had seen and heard. 

Let us conclude this little excursion into the lives of the 
saints with two incidents from the wonderful life of Anna 
Catherine Emmerich. On the feast of Corpus Christi 1819, 
she related the following: “In my visions I came to a place 
where there was a procession, which I joined. As I raised 
my eyes | beheld angels, spirits in great radiance and splen- 
dor, hovering about the Blessed Sacrament. The Sacred Host 
Itself had the form of a Child, luminous through and through, 
in the midst of a resplendent sun. What I beheld is inde- 
scribable. Had the accompanying multitude, or those that 
carried the Blessed Sacrament seen what I saw, they would 
have fallen down in fear and admiration; overcome with awe, 
they would have been unable to carry the Blessed Sacrament 
further.” 

On Pentecost Monday 1820 she related: “Accompanied 
only by my guide (her guardian angel), I knelt alone in a large 
church before the Blessed Sacrament, which was surrounded 
by an unspeakable brightness. In it I saw the shining figure 
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of the Child Jesus, before whom I could open my heart and 
pour out all the complaints and grievances from my youth 
until the present time. In answer to each complaint, a ray 
of light from the Blessed Sacrament streamed into my soul, 
comforting me greatly, but I also received mild rebukes for my 
faults. Thus I spent the entire night beside my angel before 
the Adorable Sacrament.” 


And I Do Not Think of It! 





I am here all alone... deeply intent on my work ...a little 
downhearted ... perhaps somewhat ill-humored... Jesus ob- 
serves all from His tabernacle. 

This morning I told Him at Holy Communion I would 
belong to Him entirely ... How lovingly He looked at me! 
But now?...Oh, how far away are my thoughts... how 
far my heart! 

Ah, why do I treat Him thus? Poor Jesus! He always 
thinks of me, and so seldom I think of Him. From the 
Sacred Host He looks at me, searches my heart... lights up 
my soul... penetrates my thoughts... observes my inclina- 
tions...not one of my deeds can escape Him... nor any 
fault ... Oh, what misery my Savior beholds in me! 

And still, Jesus is so good, so infinitely good, that He 
always looks toward me, in the hope, that I, too, would direct 
the eye of my soul toward Him; that I, too, would think of 
Him. He is satisfied with so very little, the dear, good Jesus! 

But even for this very little I let Him wait for hours, 
yes, even the whole day ...I prefer to think of things that 
flatter my self-love, sadden the spirit, chill my heart toward 
Him and destroy that sweet fragrance, that atmosphere of piety 
which I brought home with me this morning from Holy 
Communion ... Perhaps our Lord has many consoling things 
to tell me, but I think of something else, have no time to 
listen now, and therefore He is silent, the good, kind Jesus. 

Ah, how sad the state of a soul that does not listen to 
its Savior! O my poor heart, the fault is all with me, I love 
my Savior so little, therefore I forget Him so easily. 

Jesus is there in the tabernacle, and there wholly for 
me. He is my absolute property. Not a drop of His Precious 
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Blood, not the least particle of His Sacred Flesh does He 
reserve for Himself; not a faculty of His Soul, nor a perfection 
of His Divinity. 

I am laden with sins and debts; He is there to wash them 
away. I am weak and hungry; He is there to nourish and 
strengthen me. Is my spirit still under the tyranny of flesh 
and blood? He is there to lead me on to victory. 

Have I still too great attachment for creatures? He is 
there to deify my heart.— Why, then, am I so often sad at 
the remembrance of my past sins, or when imperfections 
disfigure my soul? Is the remedy for all my ills no longer 
in the tabernacle ? 

Ah, why do I not think of this? ... Why do I allow my- 
self to be downcast by humiliations, discouraged by trials, 
frightened by obstacles? Is Jesus no longer in the tabernacle 
to raise me up, to support, to encourage me? 


Wholly at My Disposal. 


Jesus is there wholly at my disposal, and I do not think 
of drawing profit therefrom for myself. How thoughtless I am! 

Who, at this moment in the great wide world, thinks of 
me? Probably not a soul. Ah, how few the hearts that truly 
love me!... But why should I care? Jesus in the tabernacle 
is for me, and that suffices. Oh, with what heavenly kindness 
and tenderness He looks at me! Invitingly, He stretches out 
His arms toward me, then points to the Wound in His Sacred 
Heart and says: Dear child, I love thee, oh, so much! 

Oh, yes, Jesus loves me! He gathers from my lips my 
poor prayers and hides them in His most Sacred Heart where 
He perfects them and transforms them into arrows of love. 

Jesus loves me! He counts all my troubles and difficul- 
ties of the day. He blesses them and writes them with His 
Precious Blood into the book of life, if only I do them with 
the pure intention, for His love and glory. This evening when I 
shall be so tired that I can do no more, He will place His 
hand in benediction upon my head, and through a refreshing 
sleep, make me vigorous and cheerful again. Jesus loves me! 
He beholds me weeping and weeps with me; He hears me 
sigh, and sighs with me; He sees me suffer, and suffers with 
me. Jesus loves me so much, oh, so much...and I do not 
think of it! O my poor heart, what bliss, if you could but 
realize it! 
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It is high time to rouse myself from my thoughtlessness. 
O Jesus, help me! Today I will think of Thee, O gentle 
Savior-Heart in the tabernacle. Should it be impossible for 
me to visit Thee today, then I will, at least, recollect myself 
a little in the solitude of my room before a picture of the 
Sacred Heart, and think of Thee. If I cannot receive Thee 
in the morning sacramentally, I shall by frequent spiritual 
Communion seek to comfort Thee. But if I can receive Thy 
Sacred Flesh and Precious Blood sacramentally, oh, then, I 
conjure Thee, by Thy Divine power and goodness, make my 
thoughts cling to the tabernacle throughout the day. 

I beseech Thee, constrain me to think of Thee, if neces- 
sary with the rod which Thou hast in readiness for unruly 
souls. Oh, that Thou wouldst wound my heart, so that it 
would be forced to seek healing balm from Thee! Oh, that 
Thou wouldst draw my heart and enclose it in the ciborium 
with Thee! Make my soul a perpetual lamp that will ever 
burn before Thy tabernacle. O Jesus, Thou art so good, 
Thou wilt not deny me this favor. 

How happy I shall be if I often think of Jesus, if I am 
always with Him, at my work, at recreation, in joy and sorrow, 
day and night. Is not that, already here on earth, a foretaste 
of paradise? 

Nevermore will I forget Thee; have mercy on my poor 
heart if it seeks to find enjoyment elsewhere. Attach it to 
Thyself with the golden chain of love. Grant me an ardent 
love for Thee in the Most Holy Sacrament, and I shall never for- 
get Thee. Then, the little time that still remains to me before I 
sink into the grave, will become a time of richest grace. 
Conquer me through Thy love and Thy mercy and make my 
heart one with Thine. 


Che Guard of Honor and the Holy our 
How to keep the Guard of Honor at any time, any place. Reflec- 
tions and prayers for the Holy Hour. A very useful booklet. 


Communion Devotions in Union with Mary 
A choice collection of prayers for Holy Communion, and a Mass. 
devotion in the spirit of Bl. Grignon de Montfort. 


Communicate Frequently and Devoutly 
True Doctrine of the Church regarding frequent Communion. 
Practical suggestions for preparation. The Communion Mass. 
Above booklets 5 cents each; $4.00 per 100 
Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, CLYDE, Mo. 
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The Birth of Christ is Renewed in Holy Mass. 





HOW GREAT was the happiness of those persons who 
were privileged to behold with their own eyes, the Divine 
Infant, that gracious Child, the fairest among the children of 
men; to hold Him in their arms and press Him to their heart! 
Think of St. Joseph, the pious shepherds, and the three Holy 
Kings. Rightly we deem these privileged persons happy, still 
should we complain? Ah, no, for we may daily gaze with the 
eye of faith on that tender Infant, we may share in the glad- 
ness attending His birth, when we assist devoutly at Holy Mass. 

In Holy Mass the Infant Christ is really and truly present, 
not to the imagination only or in a purely spiritual manner, 
but really and truly, and in a bodily form: the self-same Divine 
Child rests upon the altar, who was born of the Virgin Mary, 
laid in the crib at Bethlehem, and adored by the Wise Men 
from the East. That which the angels announced to the 
shepherds, finds its full application in every Mass: “Glory to 
God in the highest, and on earth peace to men of good will... 
This day is born to you a Savior, who is Christ the Lord, in 
the city of David. And this shall be a sign unto you: You shall 
find the Infant wrapped in swaddling clothes, and laid in a 
manger” (Luke ii. 11-14). 

“Glory to God in the highest!” — These words resound 
again in every Holy Mass, whenever the “Gloria” is intoned 
or prayed, because by the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass the 
greatest glory is offered to the Heavenly Father; and “Peace 
on earth to men,” because this Holy Sacrifice brings peace, joy 
and consolation, to every human heart, that assists at this 
mysterious Sacrifice with faith, love and good will. 
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As the pious shepherds found the Divine Child, wrapped 
in swaddling clothes and laid in a manger, so a lively faith 
finds that same Divine Child, wrapped in swaddling clothes, 
that is, under the appearance of the consecrated Host, and 
laid in the crib of the altar. We cannot, indeed, see that 
lovely Child with our bodily eyes, but with the interior eye 
of the understanding, enlightened by faith, we hold as true 
without a doubt, that our dear Savior is hidden beneath this 
lowly form. He has concealed Himself from our view, to give 
us opportunity for the exercise of faith in so momentous a 
matter, and to enable us to acquire great merit every time 
we hear Mass. 


Meaning of the Christmas Tree. 





“WELCOME, O Christmas tree, with thy gifts,” shouts 
the jubilant throng of children on Christmas Eve. Among 
the many beautiful and significant customs in Christian 
families, hallowing the sacred birthday of our Lord, the dec- 
oration of the Christmas tree holds first rank. Perhaps few 
of our readers know the true meaning of this time-honored 
custom. 

The Christmas tree itself represents Christ. The day 
before Christmas, Holy Church very significantly celebrates 
the memory of our first parents, Adam and Eve. By eating 
of the forbidden fruit of the Tree of knowledge of good and 
evil in paradise, they disobeyed and brought a curse and ruin 
upon all mankind. Thereafter, the portals of heaven were 
closed until the Savior should come. Yes, this tree of paradise 
brought misery and death; however, salvation and blessing 
was again bestowed when Jesus Christ, “a rod out of the 
root of Jesse” (Isaias xi. 1), in obedience, surrendered His 
Body to the Tree of the Cross on Calvary, that by His 
sacrifice He might open to us the entrance to the Tree of 
life. This blessed Tree of life with which Jesus Christ re- 
placed the woeful tree of paradise is appropriately typified by 
the Christmas tree. 

For the Christmas tree we choose the pine in its dark, 
evergreen robe. This is not without meaning. Jesus Christ 
is the evergreen Tree of life for all mankind; for “he that 
believeth in Me (Christ), although he be dead, shall live” 
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(John xi. 25). The branches, decorated with burning candles 
remind us that Jesus Christ brought the light of faith upon 
our dark earth. Yes, when the radiance of those beautiful 
lights enraptures the eye in the darkness of the Holy Night, 
do we not feel ourselves transported in spirit to the plains 
of Bethlehem, where on that first Sacred Night, the shepherds 
were dazzled with the heavenly light, the splendor of God 
that surrounded them? Here, too, we remember the words 
of the aged Simeon: He is “A light to the revelation of the 
Gentiles” (Luke ii. 32). In spirit we also see the star, whose 
appearance was foretold in the old testament, and which, at 
the birth of Christ shone resplendent in the heavens, pointing 
out the way to the three Wise Men. With childlike simplicity, 
we sing with the little ones: 


What makes the crib so bright and clear, 
What voices sing so sweetly here? 
Ah, see behind the window pane, 
The little angels looking in! 


The tree is decorated with various colored glass and 
gilded ornaments, with fruits and sweets of all kinds. These 
decorations signify the priceless gifts of grace which come to 
us through Jesus Christ. They should remind us how every- 
thing gains in value when we live according to the teaching 
and example of the Child Jesus, how we should bring forth 
good fruit, in order that we may once taste the sweets of 
eternal blessedness. Beneath the Christmas tree are arranged 
the presents for each member of the family. This exchange 
of gifts should remind us especially that God, on this day, 
gave us His dearest and highest: His only-begotten Son. “For 
God so loved the world as to give His only-begotten Son” 
(John iii. 16). Joy reigns around the Christmas tree, and 
sweet hymns are sung. Did not also the angels sing a 
heavenly canticle of praise? Did not the angel say to the 
shepherds: “Behold, 1 bring you good tidings of great joy” 
(Luke ii. 10)? Let us, too, rejoice and be glad for this day is 
born to us a Savior. 


~~ 


Little Devotions to the Holy Infant Jesus. A variety of 
loving aspirations to the Divine Infant, unsurpassed in charm and 
beauty. Suitable for preparing the heart for Advent and Christmas. 
A friend: ““These devotions are so sweet... so deeply spiritual.” 
5 cts. each; $4.00 per 100. 
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Christmas Bells. 





ALFRED M. was a journalist of the large city A. in France. 
He possessed a brilliant intellect and ready wit. Written in 
an elegant style, his pen productions were read with interest 
and pleasure, and brought in handsome pay. But alas! his 
God-given talent was devoted to articles for an anti-clerical 
journal. Although he had received a Christian education 
Alfred had been drawn, mind and heart, into the mighty 
current of a godless, anti-Catholic society which was engulfing 
faith and virtue in its muddy, swollen torrent. 

It is Christmas Eve, just at dusk. Alfred is returning 
from the editor’s quarters when he sees at the door of his 
lodging a load of wood. Beside it stands the proprietor of 
the rooming-house in conversation with the driver. 

“That will make a splendid fire on the hearth for the 
‘Holy Night,” says the proprietor, as he takes a large fir log 
from the wagon. 

In a flash Alfred remembers, how in years gone by, his 
dear departed mother had also built a festive fire on the 
hearth on Christmas Eve, according to the custom in many 
parts of France. 

“Buy such a log for me, too,” the journalist calls to his 
landlord. “I want a fire on my hearth tonight.” 

“What, Master Alfred! You, too, wish to have a festal- 
fire on Christmas Eve—you, who daily write against the 
Catholic Church and her priests!” exclaims the simple man 
in astonishment. 

A sudden blush overspreads the young man’s gloomy 
countenance. “Buy it, nevertheless ...that is my business,” 
he replies abruptly. 

The journalist goes to his room, lights a lamp and seats 
himself at his desk. He is writing a lengthy article for the 
liberal party, to be published after the holidays, and from 
which he anticipates great result. 


His College Days. 


Alfred M. had not always been a journalist. Only two 
years previous had he applied himself to this avocation which 
became for him the quicksands on which he wrecked the 
religious principles of his youth, lost his noble-minded friends 
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and drowned the warnings of his conscience. Excessive am- 
bition, the passion for speedy wealth and renown, had blinded 
him and induced him to accept the glittering honorary as 
sub-editor of a widely circulated anti-Catholic paper. 

Before securing this position, he had been bookkeeper in 
a large business establishment, where his intelligence and 
skill in mathematics had been highly appreciated. Educated 
in a college conducted by the Christian Brothers, he had ac- 
quired a thorough training, and had passed his examinations 
with honor. There, too, among his school-mates, he had 
learned to know and love his friend Louis, who later received 
a position in the same business concern. 

Shortly after Alfred’s graduation, he lost his excellent 
parents by death. Now he stood alone in the world, but he 
clung all the more closely to his pious friend under whose 
parental roof he found a second home. 

Already at this time, Alfred had written short clever 
articles for several magazines. In this way his talent had come 
under the notice of the above-mentioned editor, who by favor- 
able promises had succeeded in gaining the gifted young 
man for his liberal paper. 


The Effect of Those Solemn Chimes. 


The pen of the journalist flies across the paper. A servant- 
maid enters and places his supper on the table. She puts 
the log he had ordered on the hearth, and asks “Shall I light 
it, sir?” 

“I shall do that myself,” answers the writer abruptly. 

Again he is alone and with a zeal worthy of a better 
cause continues his work. . After a time a new interruption 
forces him to lay aside his pen. All the bells of the city 
begin to usher in the sacred Christmas festival. Clear and 
deep they resound through the frosty midnight air, full of 
sweetest harmony. Particularly solemn are the chimes of the 
grand cathedral bell. Alfred springs up impatiently. It is 
utterly impossible for him to write during the solemn pealing 
of those bells! And then... what he is writing ... it stands 
in glaring opposition to what those bells proclaim. Whether he 
will admit it or no— that is the reason he throws down his pen, 
vexed. Hastily he drinks a cup of tea and eats a morsel of bread, 
then lights the kindling on the hearth. The flames leap up 
and soon ignite the log. Bringing his chair to the hearth, 
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Alfred sinks into its cushions and supports his weary head 
on its arm. 

Christmas bells! — What man, in whose soul there is still 
a spark of faith, can hear them and remain unmoved? Do 
they not remind him of that unspeakable, heavenly love 
which finds not its equal upon earth? The maxims of a 
good Christian education may indeed be suppressed for a 
time by passion, but hours will come when they will reassert 
their former rights, when they arouse the soul from the 
sleep of sin, and leagued with conscience, show the erring 
one the brink of the abyss on which he stands. — 

Thus it is with Alfred M. The previous year he had 
spent the holy Eve at the editor’s horne, surrounded by ad- 
mirers where he had had no time for reflection. But tonight, 
as he sits here alone and listens to the pealing of the bells, 
a flood of memories bursts in upon him. He sees himself at 
college with his kind, pious tutors. What blissful years of 
innocence and peace! Many a Christmas Eve he, too, had 
sat there at the hearth, in company with his: fellow students 
listening to their beautiful, pious Christmas stories until time 
for midnight Mass in the chapel. 

Now, as the journalist stares into the glowing flames, he 
imagines he sees there the calumnious articles he has written 
against his faithful teachers who have shown him nought but 
love and kindness. The night wind rattles the windows and 
he seems to hear the taunting laughter of the editor, to whom 
he has sold his pen and his soul. A groan escapes his bosom. 
This treachery to others, to himself, to the faith of his child- 
hood and youth— what has it profited him? In the past two 
years, has he been happy, even for one day? Ah, no, he 
must acknowledge it! Money and a miserable renown can 
never compensate the loss of interior peace. 

The bells have long ceased to ring, but the journalist does 
not resume his writing. He rises, and paces through the room 
in great agitation. A struggle is taking place within him, the 
old struggle between good and evil, humility and pride. “How 
they will ridicule you if you return to the Church, contrite 
and humble!” whispers the evil one. Alfred stoops to stir 
the glowing embers with the poker. Thus, in years gone by 
he had seen his mother do at this hour.— His mother, whom 
he had loved so tenderly! . . .Had she lived to see his apostacy, 
it would have broken her heart. In spirit he again sees her 
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sweet, loving countenance. He seems to hear her gentle voice: 
“Return, O my son, return to the path of truth and peace. 
Arise! the God, who became man to save sinners, will assist 


” 


you. 


The Struggle is Over. 


The struggle is over. Alfred’sinks upon his knees. Words 
of burning contrition escape his lips from that same apartment 
whence so many godless words from his pen have wandered 
into the world. But, in the sight of God, sincere contrition 
cancels even the greatest sin. Finally, he arises, his eyes 
moist with tears. With firm step he walks to his desk, seizes 
his unfinished manuscript and flings it into the fire. With a 
more tranquil mind, he watches the paper blaze up, then 
slowly disappear. At that instant the bells again ring out. 
This time it is for midnight Mass, the holy hour of the birth 
of the Divine Child, who once came down from heaven to 
take away the sins of the world. At the sound of these bells 
his pious mother had been accustomed to throw her black 
mantle about her shoulders and go to church. How happy 
and proud had he been when for the first time, he had been 
permitted to accompany her! 

The journalist reaches for his hat and coat - leaves the 
house. We next find him in the cathedral behind a large 
pillar, his face again buried in his hands. Once more he can 
pray with his former faith and devotion. Once more he ex- 
periences a foretaste of that peace which was promised on 
that first Christmas night to all of good will. After the solemn 
services, Alfred turns to leave the church and, O happy co- 
incidence! finds himself face to face with his former friend 
Louis. The eyes of the two young men meet. A crimson blush 
overspreads Alfred’s countenance in the consciousness of his 
guilt, while the features of the other radiate with joy on find- 
ing his lost friend in the house of God. However, Louis’ 
delicacy does not permit him to express his thoughts. Silently 
he presses Alfred’s hand and reaches him the holy water. 
At the doorstep he says simply and heartily, “To be sure, 
Alfred, you will accompany me home and take breakfast with 
us. My parents will be glad to see you.” 

Alfred understands his friend and replies just as simply, 
“Yes, I will go with you.” 

Among Catholic families in France it is customary to take 
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a luncheon after returning from the solemn midnight services, 
before they retire for the remaining hours of the night. This 
breakfast hour with the parents, brother and sisters of Louis 
is spent in a most pleasant mood. No word is spoken that 
could wound Alfred’s feelings, neither is any allusion made 
to his two years as journalist, nor to his present change. It 
seemed as though all had agreed to avoid everything that 
could humiliate their lost friend, now so happily found. 

Alfred is deeply moved by this loving reception, after 
such long neglect on his part. It is about two o’clock in the 
morning when he leaves this truly Christian family to return to 
his own apartment. There he finds the Christmas fire extin- 
guished, but in his heart it continues to glow. He seats 
himself at his desk and pens the following words: 

Mr. Editor: Herewith I cancel all further co-operation 
with your publication. God forgive me the great harm I have 
done to the readers of your paper. Alfred M. 

Again he leaves the house, throws the letter into the near- 
est mail box, then retires and enjoys a quiet refreshing sleep. 

During that same Christmas week, Alfred M. reconciled 
himself fully with God and the Church. At the beginning 
of the New Year, he received a position in the same business 
firm where he had formerly worked. However, now and then, 
an excellent article which defended the rights of Holy Church 
and her priests, might be seen in the papers. Thus Alfred 
sought to repair in some measure the scandal he had given. 
Whenever an opportunity presented itself in public life, he 
nobly spoke up as a faithful son of the Catholic Church. 

The intimate friendship of his college days with Louis 
and his family was again renewed. After three years the 
friendship developed into relationship, when Alfred brought 
home one of Louis’ sisters as his bride, and with her established 
a truly Christian family. 


Conformity to the Will of God (Revised edition) 
It will teach you resignation in all the trials of this life and how 
to be happy even amidst suffering. 

Magunificence of the Love of God 
Explains in simple words the inestimable value of acts of love 
and perfect contrition. A nun writes: ‘“‘It is a treasure.” 

Above booklets 5 cents each; $4.00 per 100 

Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 




















ae orate 2 
y 
] va of 
| ; 
A wl 
} ) 
| r- 
J iy caf 
. ~~ f | 
i AA, ts 





Twenty-four Hours in the Convent of 
Perpetual Adoration. 


Continued. 


Work and Pray. 


AFTER BREAKFAST the Sisters disperse in all directions. 
They have given the first hours of the morning wholly to 
God, now we shall see how their fervent prayer will energize 
all their labor. All men are under the law of labor. Toil is 
a penance; work, the fulfillment of God’s sentence to our first 
parents: “In the sweat of thy brow thou shalt eat thy bread.” 
Manual labor is prescribed by the Rule of St. Benedict. This 
holy Founder knew that man cannot apply his mind constantly 
to prayer and meditation; relaxation is necessary, and for St. 
Benedict’s Order this relaxation is labor. It is likewise nec- 
essary to carry out the command of God; therefore St. Benedict 
imposed upon all his spiritual children, the penance of labor. 
The motto of the Benedictine Order — Ora et labora — has 
resounded down through fourteen centuries. Today, as gener- 
ations ago, the life of a true Benedictine is summed up in 
these words — Pray and labor. 

The Sisters do all their own work except the work in 
the fields on the farm attached to the convent. The distinc- 
tion of choir and lay Sisters does not exist in this community. 
Each one must put her hands in the dishwater; every one 
must learn to use the broom. All the household work is done 
in common; the remainder of the time each one is employed 
according to her ability. 
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All the work must receive careful attention, yet the Holy 
Adoration ever remains first and foremost, the center of each 
one’s life. It is the “work of God,” to which, according to 
St. Benedict, “nothing should be preferred.” The Sister of 
Perpetual Adoration sees in St. Gertrude her perfect model. 
The happy manner in which this Benedictine saint combined 
active labor with interior union was once manifested to St. 
Mechtilde. 

The saint beheld Jesus on an elevated throne in the church. 
St. Gertrude was attentively engaged in exterior occupations, 
but her countenance was always steadfastly fixed upon the 
Lord. She seemed to drink in with burning ardor the graces 
which flowed to her from His Sacred Heart. At the same 
time she fulfilled her exterior duties with utmost exactness. 

“Behold,” spoke our Savior to St. Mechtilde, “such is the 
life which Gertrude, My beloved, leads before My face. She 
walks ever in My presence, never losing sight of Me for an 
instant. She has but one desire: to know the good pleasure 
of My Heart. As soon as she has ascertained this, she executes 
My will with care and fidelity. Her whole life is an unbroken 
chain of praise consecrated to My honor and glory.” Thus 
does the worthy Sister of Perpetual Adoration draw all graces 
and blessings from her Eucharistic Lord. 

Let us go through the convent and visit the different 
groups of workers. 


The Sacristans. 


Most closely connected with Perpetual Exposition is the 
work of the sacristans. Their charge consists in keeping all 
that pertains to the altar and chapel scrupulously clean. Two 
perpetual lights are always burning, these must be replenished 
with olive oil; the wax candles burning day and night before 
the Most Blessed Sacrament must be changed. The candlesticks 
are taken to the sacristy and replaced with fresh candles, so that 
the utmost reverence is observed before the Holy Eucharist. 
If the sufficient number of candles are kept burning, their cost 
amounts to more than $2,000.00 yearly. Asa particular mark 
of veneration, candles are burned on the altar of the Dolorous 
Mother, on Friday; of St. Joseph, on Wednesday; of St. Benedict, 
on Tuesday. That none of these things are neglected is the 
care of the sacristans. The chapel is dusted and the floors 
cleaned daily. On Saturday, the Most Blessed Sacrament is 
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Altarand expositionthrone 
in the Adoration Chapel, 
Clyde, Missouri. Before the 
Blessed Sacrament here expos- 
ed day and night, two or four 
religious kneel unceasingly. 
Here the Lord, in His infinite 
goodness has erected His 
throne of grace and mercy. 
Behold Him, with the eyes of 
faith, His arms outstretched, 
inviting the adorers to draw 
from the overflowing treasury 
of His opened Heartall graces 
and blessings, for those rec- 
ommended to their interces- 
sion, and who help to support 
His ‘‘house of prayer.’’ These 
candles, ever lighted, are often 
burned according to persons’ 
special intentions. No vigil 
light could possibly be nearer 
to that Loving, living, Eucha- 
ristic Heart, so ‘‘sweet and 
mild and plenteous in mercy 
toall who call upon’”’ It. You 
will notice the altar is not quite 
finished. We must wait till 
generous lovers of the Blesssed 
Sacrament help us to do so. 
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borne in procession to the separate chapel of the Sorrowful 
Mother. Six Sisters with lighted candles, and one who rings 
the little bell, precede the chaplain who holds the monstrance. 
Slowly they walk through the centre aisle; the religious on 
both sides in the stalls bow profoundly in adoration before 
Jesus who passes through their midst as once through the 
reverent crowds of Capharnaum. During this time the choir 
sings: “Adoremus in aeternum, Sanctissimum Sacramentum.” 
In the chapel of the Dolorous Mother, a delicate throne is used 
for this temporary exposition. Here, unusually close to the 
Blessed Sacrament, the adorers take up their watch during that 
day. The large chapel is then being thoroughly cleaned. Every 
week the tile floor is scrubbed. After “Vespers” in the 
evening, the Blessed Sacrament is borne back to the main 
altar, and after solemn Benediction replaced on the exposition 
throne. 

Constant familiarity, even with the Most Holy, sometimes 
blunts our exterior marks of respect, but were St. Alphonsus to 
see the sacristans of the Adoration Chapel working around the 
altar, he would never remark: “That must be either an infidel 
or a sacristan.” They realize their privilege to live in so close 
relation with their Eucharistic Lord. What fervent aspirations 
they can then direct to His loving Heart! How easy it is for 
the sacristans to nourish a prayerful spirit while changing the 
candles, preparing the linens, placing the hosts in the ciborium, 
or arranging the altar for Mass as another Last Supper table! 
To foster these holy sentiments, and render due respect to the 
Living God upon the altar, strict silence is prescribed at all 
times in the sacristy. 


The Altar Bread Department. 


Let us now visit the altar bread deparment. Here a num- 
ber of Sisters are steadily employed baking hosts for the 
clergy. The first thing that attracts your notice is the clean- 
liness of the two large rooms. And, as you enter, you cannot 
fail to catch sight of the picture of the “Little Flower of 
Jesus.” This saintly Carmelite nun was supremely happy 
when she could count the hosts in the Carmel of Lisieux 
only twenty-five years ago. Today she is nearing the privilege 
of being raised to the honors of our altars as a saint! 

What work could be more suited to a Sister dedicated 
body and soul to the service of her Eucharistic Lord than 
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preparing those altar breads which are absolutely essential to 
His Eucharistic presence? When we read that the Duke, St. 
Wenceslaus, out of veneration for the Holy Eucharist, sowed 
the wheat, picked it, and himself bore the altar breads to the 
church, we will realize how privileged are those Sisters whom 
obedience appoints to this department. 

Churches in all the surrounding states: Iowa, Kansas, 
Missouri, Illinois, Nebraska and even as far west as Washing- 
ton, are supplied from this host room. Nearly 100,000 hosts 
are averaged weekly. About 70,000 Communions are distribu- 
ted yearly in the Adoration Chapel alone, undoubtedly a great 
many more than in any other church of the diocese. Four 
electric baking ovens are daily in operation. While the ovens 
are heating, the mixer is doing its work. Now the batter, 
two spoonfuls at a time, is poured in each of the four ovens. 
Four large and ten small hosts are moulded at one time be- 
tween the double irons. These are later cut on two cutting 
machines. Only the finest, purest quality of wheat flour is 
used for hosts. We procure our flour from the mill of a good 
reliable Catholic man. It has been tested at Creighton Univer- 
sity, Omaha, Nebraska, and has been pronounced to be per- 
fectly pure wheat flour. 

The hosts are counted and then carefully placed in spotless 
tubes and packed in different sized boxes. The printed address 
is then pasted on each box, it is securely tied, and after 
stamping “fragile” on the box and attaching the required 
postage, the hosts are ready for mailing. Few realize all that 
is connected with the preparation of these altar breads. But 
let us ask one of the tiny wafers, and this is the story it will 
tell : — 

“I am made of the purest wheat flour. If any other kind 
of flour were mixed with the wheat flour of which Iam made, 
I could not be validly used for the sacred purpose for which 
I am intended. First, I am sifted several times, then I am 
mixed with pure water. No leaven, not even a pinch of salt, 
is used when I am mixed: just pure wheat flour and clear 
water. Then I am put between two hot irons. In a few min- 
utes I am taken out and beside me are thirteen companions. 
But I bear the impression of Jesus Crucified; one compan- 
ion, the monogram of the Holy Name of Jesus, another the 
Sacred Heart, another the sacrificial Lamb. Soon I am placed 
under a cutter, and in an instant, separated from my companions, 
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then I become perfectly round. A Sister takes me up carefully 
and places me in a round tube as white and stainless as myself. 
Then I am put in a box, and now I am impatiently waiting 
for the mail-man, for I am addressed to a zealous pastor. He 
will place me in a ciborium and take me to the altar next Sat- 
urday. He will speak the solemn words of consecration over me 
and I shall be no more: my substance will be entirely changed. 
Only my appearance will remain. But I rejoice now in my 
nothingness; for this very nothingness will provide a veil of 
faith to hide the God of Love who will give Himself to a 
soul as the Guest of purest love.” 

The hosts made by the Benedictine Sisters are sent out 
as soon as possible, for it is a rule that they must be recently 
baked. In Rome, makers of altar breads are obliged to swear 
under affidavit that they will not sell hosts older than 
fifteen days. Altar breads used in Rome are of an unusual 
size and remarkable thickness. Here we might mention that 
the Sacred Host in our monstrance for exposition is excep- 
tionally large, probably twice as large as the ordinary large hosts. 

In one respect, the altar breads made by the Benedictine 
Sisters at Clyde, Missouri, are different from those made by 
firms or other communities: they are somewhat thicker. In 
many churches the consecrated Hosts are as thin as paper, 
consequently, the Sacred Species dissolve almost immediately 
on being laid on the tongue. This is really deplorable, when 
one realizes that Jesus Christ, as God and Man, remains only 
as long as the Species are not consumed. When the appear- 
ances are dissolved, then His Sacred Humanity withdraws, 
and He remains only with His grace and light. The prolonged 
duration of Jesus’ presence within us means more graces, and 
more opportunity for intimate union with God. What a 
privilege to have our Divine Savior dwell with us five or ten 
minutes, instead of only a few seconds! The advantage of 
having the wafers thicker will therefore be readily understood, 
because our Lord thus remains longer united to us with His 
whole Person. But, sad to say, even some priests do not 
realize this sufficiently, and the Sisters have at times been 
reproached for making the altar breads too thick. Surely 
our Lord must feel this lack of appreciation of His presence! 
He says it is His delight to dwell with the children of men, 
yet when He enters a heart by Holy Communion, He does 
not receive Personal hospitality even for a few minutes. 
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In the host department, as everywhere, that monastic 
silence prevails, that prayerful hush, that interior recollection 
which sanctifies all labor throughout the convent. St. Benedict 
insisted strongly on holy silence. A true Benedictine must 
be a lover of silence. You will notice that the Sisters, wherever 
they work or whatever they do, are loving and keeping this 
sacred silence. Silence is the means by which they preserve 
recollection and union with God; at the same time it helps 
wonderfully to perform their work carefully and quickly. 


With the Vestment Embroiderers. 


For many years the Benedictine Sisters at Clyde devoted 
special attention to artistic church embroidery. However, since 
the importation of vestments is free of duty, most priests are 
satisfied with the machine work which can be done so quickly 
and cheaply abroad. Lately, our work in this line has been 
confined mostly to vestments for our own use; some are very 
beautiful as a number of Sisters are skilled in artistic em- 
broidering. 

Hourly Spiritual Communion. 

Just as we pass from the church embroidery apartment to 
the Academy, the large bell rings out, and you ask its purpose. 
This is the Adoration bell which rings hourly day and night. 
As it ceases, two adorers reverently enter the chapel, proceed 
to the sanctuary, and after a few minutes silent prayer, replace 
the Sisters who have knelt during the preceding hour. 

The ringing of the bell has its object. The community is 
pledged to the unceasing Adoration of the Most Blessed Sac- 
rament, but all the religious cannot kneel constantly before the 
altar, therefore, the two or four appointed for each hour are 
the official representatives of the whole community. Throughout 
the entire convent, the effect of the hourly Adoration bell is 
magic. The cooks drop their kitchen utensils, those sweeping 
in the halls lay aside their broom, most of the printers stop 
short their work, the typesetters replace the type, those in the 
correspondence rooms leave their typewriters, the infirmarian 
kneels at the bedside of her patient, even Sister M. Margaret 
and her companion, a quarter of a mile away from the convent 
in the midst of their chickens on the hill, have heard the bell: — 
all, all turn toward the Adoration Chapel; those in the house 
kneel, and where two or more are working together, a spiritual 
communion is prayed aloud. 
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In this way, each member of the community hourly unites 
her work to the prayers of the two or four adorers who are 
kneeling in the name of all before the Eucharistic Throne. 
Our Lord would never be satisfied with a mere bodily service, 
that is, if each Sister would simply kneel an hour before Him. 
It is essentially in the spirit of the adoration that the obliga- 
tions of a perpetual adorer are fulfilled. The adorer must do all 
her work for His love and glory, in union with Him. It is 
clear from this also that those who recommend themselves to 
the intercession of the perpetual adorers, share not only in 
their uninterrupted prayers before the Most Blessed Sacrament, 
but likewise in all the good works of the Community. “I offer 
all my work of this coming hour in union with the sufferings 
of Jesus and Mary,” prays the adorer at the end of spiritual 
communion; then adds the petition, “O Lord have mercy on the 
poor souls, have mercy on the sinners.” Lastly the favorite 
aspiration of a perpetual adorer: Praised and adored be with- 
out end, Jesus, our Love, in the Most Blessed Sacrament. 

Many graces are connected with this hourly interruption of 
work! “I will worship toward Thy holy temple,” prayed the 
psalmist, and in truth this is what the perpetual adorer does. 
By this short prayer she draws down the blessing of God on her 
work, and for a few minutes dwells with her Beloved in His 
Sacrament of Love. When she continues her work, she is 
strengthened, and even if it be the least or lowest, the religious 
knows that if done with the pure intention for love of God it 
is great in His sight; by it she glorifies Him, sanctifies her 
own soul and obtains graces for others. 


To be continued. 


Modern art disregards the significance of these 
Christmas beautiful feasts almost entirely. To the practical 
d Catholic they have a deeper meaning than the mere 
an exchange of presents. To supply our friends with 
New Year suitable holiday cards, we offer these beautiful 
representations, which will edify your friends and 

Post Cards inspire them with the true spirit of the season. 


Twelve assorted post cards, per pack, 25 cents. 
* * * 
Arti&tic Pi&tures Reproductions of charming holy pictures in pho- 
to-tone, on fine quality paper. An assortment of 
different subjects. Per pack of 40 cards, 30 cts. 


Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Mo. 


Prayer-book Size 
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The Orphanage of the Thirty-Four. 


“YOU ASK ME, SIR, why we call our institution the 
‘Orphanage of the Thirty-Four?” You are not the first who 
has asked the question.” 

“Yes,” replied the priest, “I could understand if you called 
it the ‘Orphanage of the Thirty-Three,’ out of devotion for the 
number of years our Lord lived on earth; but why ‘thirty-four’?” 

“Well,” said the old man who had been showing his 
reverend visitor over the castle and orphanage, “listen to this 
legend. It is what the villagers have handed down, mother 
to child, for almost a century.” 

Long ago a young count had just finished singing his first 
Mass — and his first Mass had been the midnight Mass of © 
Christmas. He had sung it in the old, old church which had 
been built hundreds of years before. It was attached to his 
castle: a castle which had come down to him through a long 
line of warriors. He might well glory in his ancestors, for 
they had fought for the Faith, had suffered for the Faith at 
the hands of the infidel Moors, and had died for the Faith as 
martyrs. The castle was dear to the heart of the young count 
because twined around it was part of the history of his beloved 
Spain, the country that had kept its Faith firm and spotless 
by blood. 

Dearer still was the church. There were the ashes of his 
ancestors themselves in costly tombs. In many a niche were 
sculptured count and countess with their kneeling children, 
their hands clasped in prayer, and their marble lips speaking 
today to the young count-priest of the Faith, the courage, the 
boundless generosity of which he was the heir. — And he was 
the first count-priest that long glorious line had ever given to 
the Church! 

In this hallowed spot, rendered glorious by the deeds of 
his ancestors, the young priest had sung his first Mass. He 
preferred to sing it here, with the help of the poor village 
choir, to the artistic music and the grandest ceremonial 
of the Cathedral of Seville. All the past glory of his race — 
all the heroic deeds of centuries, were here gathered up, as 
one gift, and offered anew to God in the first Mass of the 
last count. 

Merrily the bells of his castle-church had rung out on 
the frosty midnight air, as long ago they had heralded the 
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triumphant return of its victorious counts. His Mass over, the 
young priest had finished his thanksgiving in the lowly stable- 
like chapel where the birth of our Savior was rudely told in 
images of the smiling Babe, the worshipping Virgin Mother 
and the foster-father, and the mute, adoring, half-conscious 
wonder of the ox and ass. 

Now he paces to and fro on the terrace of the castle, in 
the shadow of the towers. He gazes down upon the little 
hamlet, his hamlet, nestling close to his castle, and scattered 
over the mountain paths. Flooded by the bright moonlight, 
the scene presents a soothing picture of Christmas peace. Thus 
unable to rest from joy, the young priest, in happy thought, a 
continuance of his thanksgiving, walks back and forth on the 
_ terrace, awaiting the time of his second Mass. 

His heart is no less generous than the hearts of his an- 
cestors. He has given up all — or meant to give it up — to 
God. Even the last, most difficult sacrifice had been made, 
the sacrifice by which he knowingly ended the long line of 
his race. He knew that the race ended with him, and that 
the castle and wide lands would pass, when he died, into 
other, though not unworthy, hands. But he realized that he 
was crowning the glorious deeds of centuries, he was perform- 
ing the grandest of them all, by exchanging the sword for a 
chalice, the tumult of battle for the peaceful chant of Mass. 
He had laid all this just now, as a Christmas offering, at the 
feet of the Divine Child. 

Yet, generous and kind-hearted as he was, one thing the 
count-priest lacked. 

He had the natural, almost pardonable fault of an heir of 
long glory, — he was proud. He: cherished high thoughts of 
self, and he spoke haughty words — offspring of high thoughts — 
to others. He saw himself born to high position — placed 
above most men: and he could not stoop, or did not love the 
stooping. Even now, strangely mingled with his generous 
self-offering, and his delight in the priesthood, were dreams, 
when his thoughts wandered, of high station befitting his 
nobility, in the Church; of a sway, wider than his wide lands, 
over the minds and souls of men; pictures of church pomp, 
not all displeasing, in which he was the central figure. 

He loved the simple folk of the village round, yet with the 
love of one who deemed himself higher than they: haughty 
and reserved. They knew him to be good, yet the poor shrank 

















i 
: 
i 
| 
| 


TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 271 


from drawing near, and no child gave him back smile for 
smile. God stooped from heaven to His creatures, but the 
noble could not stoop to his fellow man. 


A Strange Child. 


To and fro the count-priest paces in the silent midnight, 
’neath the shadow of the castle towers. But, hark, a voice 
breaks on the air. 

“Help me, Father! I am poor and hungry and naked.” 

Startled, the count turns. There by his side, holding the 
fringe of his cassock-girdle, is the child who has spoken. Very 
poor, indeed, he looks; ill-clad and shivering in the raw mid- 
night breeze; and his face, though delicate in feature and 
unusually beautiful, looks ghastly pale in the moonlight. 

“How came you here?” is the impatient question of the 
count-priest. “These grounds are private. What right have 
you here?” But he feels the child’s eyes upon him, and his 
angry words are checked. 

“Where should the poor go but to the priest? Where 
should the child go but to the Father? In the Name of the 
Child before whom you just now knelt, and gave to Him your 
whole self, and of whom I am the likeness, help me! Priest of 
the Babe of Bethlehem, help!” 

“Of whom you are the likeness! — It is so indeed,” muses 
the count, as he gazes more attentively on the upturned 
features of the beautiful boy — “strange likeness! But tell me, 
fair child, how know you what I said in my heart just now at 
the feet of the Divine Infant?” 

“How know I? What else could a priest say to whom 
Christ had just given up His whole self in his first Mass?” 

“You are a strange child. How can you venture, you who 
are so poor, to speak thus to a noble?” 

“None is nobler,” answers the boy, “than the likeness of 
Christ. A nobler than yourself was poor like me; ill-clad like 
me; hungry like me. The noblest was not born in a castle, 
but in a manger.” 

“Strangely like” murmurs the priest, as the eyes of the 
child seem to read his soul. “Child,” he says, “whoever thou 
art; what help dost thou ask of me?” 

“Food from thy table, clothing from thy wardrobe, shelter 
beneath thy roof. For the love of the Child who loved thee, 
grant me this!” 
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“That would be to make thee my son! — thee! — a beggar!” 

“God made man His son—him—a beggar,” responds the 
child. 

“Have you no home?” 

“Ah, me!” sighs the little one, “I knock from door to 
door, as Joseph and Mary went from house to house in 
Bethlehem long ago, but there is none to open.” 

“For love of the Babe of Bethlehem, I will open,” says 
the count-priest. “Come in, fair child, and rest. Come in, I 
will give thee food and warmth.” 

He turns to lead the child into the castle, but, lo! suddenly 
there shines round him a brighter light within the shadow of 
the towers than the moonlight sheds beyond. And the boy, no 
longer weary and pale, but brilliant and glorious, is lifted in 
the air above him. Ah, the count-priest recognizes Him now, 
not the image of Christ, but Christ Himself, showing Himself 
as still a Child. 

“Lord,” exclaims the priest, as he falls upon his face, 
“Lord, what wilt Thou have me to do?” 

And as the vision fades away, the answer resounds clearly 
in the depths of the count-priest’s heart: “As long as you do 
it to one of these my least brethren, you do it to Me.” 


No More the Count, but the Fervent Priest. 


Those who attended the second Mass of the newly ordained 
priest at daybreak, noticed that he shed abundant tears, and 
seemed filled with unwonted devotion. Soon the whole village, 
and indeed all the country round, noted that the count-priest 
was changed. The count was lost in the priest, and the priest 
was humble with a great humility. If there seemed to be 
reserve now, those who knew him best saw that it was the 
reserve of one who counted himself least and lowest of all, 
unworthy to mingle with his kind. 

The once haughty Spanish noble now took his delight to 
be with the poor, and chiefly with the children. The castle 
and the doings of its inmates were the great matter of interest 
to the villagers — and before Christmastide had passed, the 
gossips of the hamlet had another subject for talk. The 
count, it was said, was no more content to live alone: he had 
taken into the castle a little child, an orphan, poor and 
homeless, whom he was tending with affectionate care. 

Years began to slip by, and as each Christmas came, there 
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came with it another orphan child to join the rest. When the 
three Masses were over, it was the delight of the count-priest 
to make a Christmas feast for his little charges and wait upon 
them himself. As time went on and the number grew, a 
simple dwelling close to the old church was built for his 
orphans, and the count joined others to himself in their care. 
So the number increased; some passing off to their calling in 
life, but others taking their place, and one more being added 
each Christmas until finally the count waited on thirty-two 
orphans at their Christmas feast. 

Nor was it only to the care of these orphans that the 
count-priest confined his labors. The children from many a 
mile around came in, as often as the snow was not too deep, 
or the rains too heavy upon the mountains. They would cling 
to him and hear from his lips the sacred and consoling truths 
of eternal life. And many a day, in the simplest dress of a 
poor pastor, the count-priest might be seen trudging with his 
mountain staff to the far-off hut of some hunter or woodcutter, 
to comfort the sick or teach his child. 


The Thirty-Fourth Orphan. 


Now he is becoming well advanced in years, and though 
not old, he is feeble through much labor and exposure. The 
thirty-third Christmas has come since the day on which he 
had sung his first Mass. The count enters the gaily decorated 
hall to wait on his thirty-three little friends and to welcome 
the new orphan boy. But how is this? 

“Pedro,” says the count, turning to one of his helpers, “in 
your charity, have you gone beyond my orders? I bade you 
seek out but one orphan, and you have brought me two. Was 
it some unusual case of distress? or why have you done so?” 

“No, Father,” replies Pedro, “I kept strictly to your com- 
mands. I brought but one orphan.” 

“Whence then the thirty-fourth ?” 

But the child looks up into the face of the count-priest 
with a smile born only on angel-lips, — and the count knows — 
it is the same child whom he had seen on the night of 
his first Mass beneath the shadow of the towers. 

“Thou hast taken Me into thy house,” whispers the Child, 
“now I will take thee into Mine. Thou hast waited upon Me 
at thy table; I will wait upon thee at Mine.” 
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The count-priest recognized the merciful warning of the 
words and prepared himself for death. On the Feast of the 
Epiphany following, the unknown Child opened the entrance 
to the heavenly castle as the faithful priest breathed his last. 
The count left money to support his orphanage, and ordered 
that for ever the number of the children should be thirty-four: 
and that if other orphanages could be founded out of the funds, 
still the number within them should ever be thirty-four. 


Sister Angela’s Second Letter. 


My dear Friends, 

In October I wrote you a nice long letter. I opened my 
heart and revealed to you my great trials and troubles. You see, it’s this 
way: every Sister has her special duties. Mine is to see that the number 
of subscriptions to ‘‘Tabernacle and Purgatory’’ constantly increases. If 
the subscription list goes down, my heart sinks, too. I say to myself, that 
will never do! I must do all I can to change this condition. Otherwise my 
superior may say: ‘‘Sister Angela, are you asleep ?’’ Oh, I had such faith 
in my last letter in the October issue! I was so sure that every reader 
would consider it an honor to help poor Sister Angela, and to relieve her 
depressed heart by sending one, two, or more new subscribers. But— 
oh, my !— I got sorely disappointed and am almost discouraged. 

But I console myself, saying : Undoubtedly many didn’t even read my 
letter. Some thought: Let others get new subscriptions, I haven’t time. 
A few were all fire and flame, I’m sure, and wanted to help, but in a few 
days their heat was gone and they forgot all about it. Some, however, 
really gave me great joy by sending two, three and more new subscrip- 
tions. Some even sent as many as ten and twelve. Quite a few tried to 
console me with a promise for the months of November and December. 


Now, dear reader, I have always been bashful, and especially so since 
I entered the convent. I don’t like to travel around, and really, | am not 
permitted either. But 1am sure if I were to talk to you personally, you 
would help me most cheerfully. Oh, I know that every one of the dear 
readers of ‘‘Tabernacle and Purgatory’’ have such a good heart they 
would not, they could not say ‘‘no.’’ 

Suppose I should visit Mrs. Nora McGuinnis. Oh, what joy she would 
have at my coming! I know it! She would call her oldest daughter : ‘‘Come, 
Kathleen macree, come quick! Sure’n if it aint Sister Angela hersilf that 
brightens my door this day! She must stay with us at least two days. 
You, Kathleen, you go around in the parish and get new subscriptions for 
that charming magazine, ‘Tabernacle and Purgatory.’ ’’ 

Now, I am convinced that Kathleen would get at least twelve new 
subscriptions the first day, and the following day no less than eighteen. 
Wouldn’t that be a great joy for poor Sister Angela! And for Mrs. Nora 

cGuinnis! And for Kathleen, her clever daughter ! — You see the lesson, 
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now, dear reader: if something is done with a loving heart, how easy it is! 
How quickly Kathleen got her subscriptions! Why, she was as eloquent 
as St. Paul and as amiable as St. John! Nobody could resist her, because 
she did it for love of Sister Angela. 

I take leave of my dear hostess Mrs. McGuinnis, in the city, with a 
grateful heart and go six miles out in the country to Mr. Con Mahoney. 
Oh, Mr. Mahoney is immensely pleased at my visit. ‘‘Dear Sister,’’ he 
says, ‘‘you are so bashful; you don’t fit for the world! You’d better go 
home to the convent and pray for us poor mortals. I’ll go around for you 
myself, for the Lord’s sake and for yours, dear Sister Angela. I understand 
that business better than you. I’m sure of twelve new subscriptions the 
first day, if not twenty-four. When I read your pitiful letter in the October 
issue and realized how depressed you were on account of the loss of sub- 
scribers through those money-making agents, | made up my mind to do 
my very best. But I’m really glad you came on a visit, otherwise I would 
have forgotten it! Now, I’ll start in earnest, and especially next Sunday, 
and all during the month of December. You can depend on me!’’ 


‘*‘O Mr. Mahoney, I know I can depend on you. You are a true 
Irishman with a big, warm heart. May God bless you a thousand times. 
Your charity is certainly most pleasing to Him. 

Now I must close my letter. It is already too long. Advent is here, 
the sweet and peaceful Advent time. Oh, may it be for every one of 
you a time of grace and prayer. 

Yours very lovingly, 


Sister Angela 


Precious Pictures Given Away. 


We are happy to inform you that, at last, after extreme 
difficulty we have obtained two beautiful pictures of the ven- 
erated Crucifix at Limpias. They are so lifelike, the reflection 
of light on the Image so perfect, that the pictures bring out 
marvelously the agonizing, pleading features of our Blessed 
Redeemer. 

And these beautiful pictures, we will actually give away. 
As the circulation of our magazine conduces so much to the 
honor of our Lord, we have decided to give these pictures 
as premiums for new subscriptions. Certainly you would re- 
gret having failed to profit by an opportunity to secure this 
picture which you will treasure most highly. 


1. One new subscription to ‘Tabernacle and Purgatory,” 
will entitle you to a set of three handsome pictures of this 
venerated Crucifix, all different. These pictures though small, 
are beautiful and artistic. A very desirable premium for one 
new subscription; quite suitable as a Christmas gift. 
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2. For two new subscriptions, we will send you one of the 
large new pictures, 16 x 12 not including the border. 


3. Send three new subscriptions, and you will possess an 
image of our suffering Savior, beautiful and touching beyond 
description. Size 20 x 12 1-2, exclusive of border. 


The last two mentioned pictures are ready for framing and will 
form a true Christian ornament for any Catholic home. As a Christmas 
present they will certainly be highly appreciated. These pictures will 
be blessed if desired. Besides these premiums, our readers may also 
select from those listed on first page. 


WORTHY OF IMITATION ! — The motherhouse of a certain religious 
congregration yearly renews the subscriptions to ‘“Tabernacle and 
Purgatory” of all its branch houses. Their list for 1921 contains 79 
different addresses scattered over 6 states. ‘‘My dear Sisters: — we 
are enclosing herewith our check of $79.00 for the renewal of our 
subscription to your most interesting magazine. May the Eucharistic 
Lord continue to bless your work.” 

From a chaplain: — Lately I got quite a few booklets “Tabernacle and 
Purgatory” and am reading them and giving them to the patients to read. Cer- 


tainly “Tabernacle and Purgatory is a revelation and inspiration to me, and the 
patients of the hospital read them with great delight and fruits of sanctification. 





NOTICE. 


On Wednesday, November 2d, — All Souls’ Day — Sister Mary 
Virginia and Sister Mary Rosalita, two Sisters of Charity from St. 
Joseph Academy of Des Moines, were killed by an automobile within 
a few doors of the Academy. 

The driver of the car escaped during the excitement and has not 
been located. 

We believe the driver was in a closed Winton car, with an Illinois 
number, although it may have been a car from some other state. 

Newspapers in Des Moines have been collecting rewards by 
popular subscription which will be given to anyone giving the infor- 
mation which leads to the arrest and conviction of the guilty party. 

Make it your duty to check over the Winton cars in your locality. 
Find out if any of them were away from home on November 2d, 
particularly find out if they were in Iowa, also, if in Iowa, find out 
whom they were visiting. If possible find out if they have any friends 
or relatives in Des Moines. 

If you obtain any information along this line, telegraph or write to: 

R. C. SAUNDERS 
Chief of Police Des Moines, Iowa. 





Be sure to send your orders in early for articles intended 
as Christmas gifts and avoid disappointments occasioned by 
holiday delays. 























Bitter Complaints of the Poor Souls. 





URGED by inventive cruelty, the tyrant Dionysius built, at 
great cost, an underground prison, in which not a word, nor 
a groan, nor a complaint could be uttered without being heard 
through an opening in the ceiling. What cries of pain, what 
bitter complaints reached the ears of the listening guards above! 
A father accuses his children, a brother his brother, a wife 
her husband that they are so cruelly forgetting them. 

Do we not meet with a similar picture in purgatory? How 
many unhappy souls may not accuse their cruel heirs who 
have forgotten them, and who do not offer for them the short- 
est prayer, the smallest mortification, who do not give a farthing 
in alms for them and never have the Holy Sacrifice of the 
Mass offered for them! How many fathers and mothers lan- 
guish in that frightful prison, and accuse their ungrateful 
children! At the death of their parents they promised to 
to remain grateful and never to forget their beloved souls. 
But their bodies had scarcely been interred when every re- 
membrance of them vanished: not a single prayer was said, 
not a single alms offered for them who had given them life, 
and left them the fruits of their labor and frugality. 

The renowned chancellor of the University of Paris, John 
Gerson, a man as learned as he was holy, relates the words, 
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which a deceased mother by permission of God, spoke to her 
ungrateful child: “My son, my dear son, remember your poor 
mother. Listen to my prayers and sighs. Behold the suffer- 
ings with which the Lord has afflicted me. Consider this place 
of torments in which a torturing fire consumes me. If you 
love me ever so little, hasten to assist me in these excruciating 
pains, the intensity of which no mind can comprehend and 
no tongue describe. Come, reach me your hand, and draw 
me out by prayers, alms, and mortifications. A single contrite 
tear shed for your poor mother may be sufficient to extinguish 
the flames that surround me or at least to lessen them. 
While I lived you were always loving, obedient, grateful, 
and ready to do anything for me. How is it that you are 
now so void of love, so forgetful and ungrateful, you who at 
my deathbed, amid tears, made the most sacred promises, even 
under oath, to do everything for my soul? Why have you 
loved me only during my life? Have I ceased to be your 
mother? Are you now exempt from the duties of a Christian 
son? Oh, if you still have a spark of love, listen to my sighs, 
have compassion with me in my torments, and help me! For 
if a son forgets his mother, to whom shall she turn for help ?” 


Great Pain of the Poor Souls in Being 
Deprived of the Vision of God. 





THE TEMPORAL punishment in the next world differs 
in each person according to his degree of guilt. From this, 
renowned theologians conclude, that some souls are only de- 
prived of the vision of God and do not suffer any other mental 
or bodily pain. Their opinion is founded on a revelation made 
by the Blessed Virgin to Saint Bridget. This great servant 
of God learned therefrom, that there is a particular spiritual 
fire of desire, by which those, who during life were indifferent 
towards God, are punished by being deprived for a time of 
the Beatific Vision. This chastisement is very painful to them; 
they feel that they can find their rest and salvation in God 
alone, but a mighty power always thrusts them away from 
Him. It has been made known to some souls, in wonderful 
apparitions, how dreadful this punishment is. The following 
event occured in the Grand Duchy of Luxemburg, and was 
examined and confirmed by the Vicar General of Treves. 





| 
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On the feast of All Saints a pious girl saw the soul of a 
lady who had died a short time before. She told her that her 
painful purgatory consisted in being deprived of the blissful 
vision of God. She wore a white robe and veil, and had a 
rosary in her hand. See appeared thus several times, particu- 
larly in the church, where she knelt beside the girl, followed 
the prayers and showed the greatest devotion and deepest 
reverence. She assisted at the Holy Mass and at the time of 
consecration her face was so radiant, that the privileged girl, 
who saw her, was filled with admiration, and declared she had 
never seen anything so beautiful. 

She probably chose the churches as her abode, because 
Jesus, for whose vision she sighed, was there concealed under 
the appearance of bread. She wished, at least, to enjoy His 
sacramental presence, as she was not yet permitted to see 
Him face to face. Besides she could awaken the sympathy 
of her young friend more easily in this place than anywhere 
else. The girl did not cease to pray for her, and frequently 
had the Holy Sacrifice offered for the repose of her soul. 

One day the young girl and some of her companions 
were occupied in changing the ornaments on the statue of the 
Blessed Virgin in a church of Our Lady. When they had 
finished, they all kissed the feet of the statue, and some of 
them urged our young friend to do so again according to the 
intention of the soul who had appeared to her. She did so 
and immediately saw the deceased who thanked her warmly. 
She begged her to have three Holy Masses said, which she 
had vowed, but neglected, and on this account she had to 
suffer still more. When after the third Mass the girl was 
about to leave the church, she saw the soul hastening towards 
her, radiant and joyful, stretching out her arms as though 
she wished to embrace her benefactress who had shortened 
and relieved her sufferings. At this sight the girl knelt down and 
prayed with extended arms the “Our Father” and “Hail Mary” 
five times in honor of the five holy Wounds. The deceased 
supported her arms until she had finished her prayers. 

The suffering soul showed her gratitude towards her pious 
benefactress in various ways, and often gave her important 
advice. Thus she told her that she should never make a vow 
without being fully certain that she could fulfill it, because 
God strictly requires the fulfillment of the promises made to 
Him. — She also warned her most earnestly against every lie, 
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even the smallest, because it is an abomination to the Eternal 
Judge, who is truth itself. 

She then encouraged her to a childlike devotion to Mary,. 
and to honor in particular the sorrows which the Mother of 
God endured, when on Mount Calvary she contemplated, with 
bleeding Heart, the Wounds of her Divine Son. “Each time 
you see a picture or image of Mary,” said the soul, “repeat 
the following three invocations of the Litany of the Blessed 
Virgin: Mother most admirable, Comfortress of the afflicted, 
Queen of all Saints. The more you love this exalted protect- 
ress of Christians, the more faithfully and sincerely you serve 
her, the more she will be your advocate in the terrible moment 
of judgment.” She further recommended her to offer all her 
prayers and good works for the poor souls in purgatory, be- 
cause they receive thereby extraordinary relief in their pains. 

One morning as the soul was instructing the young girl 
in this manner, the sign for the consecration was given at 
an altar near by. The deceased immediately hurried to the 
place and prostrated herself in adoration. She also bowed 
her head reverently, whenever she pronounced the Names of 
Jesus and Mary. Through these almost daily apparitions there 
sprang up a great intimacy between the poor soul and the 
young girl. The latter knew how happy her friend from the 
other world was when she could approach the Blessed Sac- 
rament, and on that account she invited her to go with her to the 
Jesuit Church when she received Communion on the feast of 
Saint Francis Xavier, December 3rd. 

The soul appeared and remained at the side of the young 
girl until she had finished her thanksgiving, which lasted for 
some time. She had prayed most fervently to our Divine Lord 
for the suffering soul, and the latter thanked her heartily and 
announced to her at the same time, that her sufferings were 
nearly at an end and that she would soon see God. The 8th 
of December, the glorious feast of the Immaculate Conception, 
should be the day on which she would enter heaven. She really 
appeared on the day mentioned in such radiant splendor, that 
her friend could not look at her. She assisted at Holy Mass and 
recommended to her anew the devotion to the Mother of God. 
On the 10th of December, during the Mass of the octave, she 
appeared for the last time; her glory seemed still greater. Full 
of reverence she bowed down before the altar, saluted her 
friend, and again ascended heavenward. 
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From the Life of Father Paul of Moll. 


Father Paul and His Love of God. 


GOD WILL NOT ASK, “Have you done much?” but, 
“Have you worked for the love of God?” Quantity is not 
‘sufficient, it is quality that counts. 

To the superioress of a convent he wrote: “It is by love 
that we can overcome the all-powerful God; He is so sensible 
to love, that He can refuse us nothing.” 

“On rising in the morning, many persons offer to God 
all their actions of the day, saying, ‘All for the glory of God.’ 
But they should say, All for the love and glory of God, 
because love comes before all else.” 

Very early one morning Father Paul met a peasant who 
had come a long distance, through a terrific snowstorm, to 
hear Mass at the church of Steenbrugge. “Oh!” he said, “if 
you could see the immense merits which your courage has 
procured for you, you would be astonished; and you would 
increase them in an incredible manner, by saying, All for the 
love of Jesus.” 


The Blessing of the Mother of God. 


Father Paul related the following vision to a person living 
in Thielt: “One evening, in the year 1895, after our spiritual 
exercises, I was walking through the abbey cloister, reciting; 
according to my custom, three “Hail Mary’s,” in honor of 
Our Lady, to obtain her maternal blessing. All at once I 
saw this good Mother, clothed in a robe of dazzling whiteness. 
She approached and made the Sign of the Cross on my 
forehead with her thumb. The emotion which I felt is in- 
describable, and if the apparition had lasted two minutes 
longer, Father Paul had been no longer in this world, as I 
should no longer have been able to bear such a brilliant appa- 
rition.” Father Paul related two other visions to the same 
person: 

“One day as I was kneeling in adoration before the Most 
Blessed Sacrament exposed, I saw Jesus standing before me. 
He was clothed in a white garment of dazzling beauty. 

“A very pious girl was saying the rosary of the nine 
choirs of angels, in our church. I saw above her head nine 
silver threads, which kept continually moving up and down. 
This symbolized the joy felt by the nine choirs, at the homage 
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paid them.” Father Paul loved to propagate this devotion to 
the nine choirs of angels. 


Father Paul and the Poor Souls. 


The souls in purgatory had a great friend in Father Paul. 
He relates: “One day I was very ill in my cell, and was 
leaning with my elbow on 
the back of my chair, when 
I heard, quite close to me, 
groans and lamentations. I 
turned round, and beheld a 
soul enveloped in flames, and 
loaded with chains. This 
soul asked me to remember 
her in my prayers, and es- 
pecially at the Holy Sacrifice 
of the Mass. I said to her, 
‘Pray for me, I shall. pray 
for you.’ At that very mo- 
ment the soul disappeared 
and I found myself cured. 
Shortly after, this soul was 
released and came to thank 
me.” 

In the year 1894, a certain 
man lost his life in a frightful 
accident at Termonde. On 
this occasion '\Father Paul 
made the following remark : 

Father Paul of Moll “He had no religion, and 

never went to church, but 

his soul is not lost, because at his last moment he offered up 

his life in expiation of his sins. Nevertheless, he will remain 
a long time in purgatory.” 





Father Paul and the Evil Spirit. 


A young lady writes: “One day at Steenbrugge, Father 
Paul advised me to pray daily in union with the sufferings 
of Jesus Crucified and the Sorrowful Mother. He said that 
he did so himself, and he attributed to these prayers the 
conversion of the large number of sinners who came to con- 
fession to him; and for that reason the devil had vowed a 
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special hatred against him. ‘One night,’ he added,‘ the devil 
came to my cell, and leaped on my neck with indescribable 
rage, intending to strangle me.’ ‘But Father,’ I exclaimed, 
how did you get rid of him’? Well, my child, I invoked 
Jesus in His love and said, O love! O infinite love! O ocean 
of love! How great was Thy goodness towards men, that 
Thou didst let Thyself be tempted by Satan in the desert! 
Immediately the devil fled, grumbling in a horrible manner, 
and filling my cell with a pestilential stench.’” 

“Last night,” said Father Paul to a farmer, “the devil 
lifted me roughly from my bed and threw me violently on 
the floor.” “Although naturally I am not timid, replied the 
farmer, “I assure you I would tremble in all my limbs, if 
such a thing happened to me. And were you not afraid?” 

“Not at all,” answered Father Paul, “it is the world we 
have to fear, where the devils swarm and the devils reign su- 
preme. In our days, the action of the evil spirit is less to be 
feared than ever. His power diminishes as the number of 
priests increases, for the continual oblation of the Holy 
Sacrifice of the Mass, successfully neutralizes Satan’s power.” 

Life and sayings of Father Paul of Moll. Very interesting. $2.00. 





The Happiness of Having a Priest in Your Family. 





HOW HAPPY the family that can offer a priest to God! It 
has ever been the craving of a fond mother, the heart’s desire of 
a loving father to sacrifice a son to the Church that he might 
become a priest. The grace of the priesthood, however, is 
given by God, and most of our Christian families are denied 
the happiness of seeing their son at the altar. 

But listen! You, too, Christian father, good mother, can 
have a priest in your family if you adopt a youth who wishes 
to study for the priesthood. Through the unhappy war the 
middle class of people in Germany and German-Austria is 
almost entirely impoverished, and it was just from this middle 
class that formerly most of the vocations for the priesthood 
went forth. The sad consequence is, that many youths, 
although they feel a call to the sacred ministry, can never 
satisfy the craving of their heart, unless generous friends 
support them with the necessary means. Unless speedy and 
effectual help is given from abroad, especially by the United 
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States, a great dearth of priests will make itself felt in Catholic 
Germany and Austria, to the great detriment of the Church. 
Certainly, it is praiseworthy to be generous to the heathen 
missions in China, Japan, India and Africa, but never may 
we forget our German fellow brethren in the Catholic faith. 

When the Catholic Church in the United States was in 
need of priests and financial aid, Catholic Germany and 
Austria, for more than half a century came to our assistance. 
Hundreds of thousands of dollars were sent to America for 
the building up of churches. Hundreds of noble-minded priests. 
and students came from German countries and of German 
language and dedicated their service to the infant church in 
America. Therefore it is our grave duty to give them effectual 
help and to repay their services. 


The “Thought from Heaven.” 


In this country the education of a priest costs from $1500.00 
to $2000.00. In Germany and Austria, however, a donation of 
$500.00 would be sufficient for the education of a youth to the 
priesthood. However, many people with the best will are un- 
able to sacrifice $500.00; but $250.00 or $300.00 would probably 
be possible for them. Be consoled, for this amount would de- 
fray the expenses of a student of philosophy or theology until 
his ordination. What a joy for the student, what a consolation 
for the bishop, when such a noble gift arrives! Others, again 
by being saving, can lay aside $50.00 or $60.00 a year. That 
is just sufficient to pay the expenses of a student for one year. 
Now he can study! Without this support he would be obliged 
to give up his studies, or to continue them amid the greatest 
difficulties! 

Whoever adopts a student until he has attained the priest- 
hood, even for only one year, may send us the offering. We 
will forward the donation to the diocesan bishop or to the 
director of the seminary who will apply it to the education 
of a worthy student. The bishop or director of the seminary 
will write you himself, and also the happy student. He will 
be in communication with you until he says his first Holy 
Mass. And be assured, the bond of charity will be drawn 
still more closely after his ordination. Then, dear reader, can 
you not say in truth: I have a priest in my family! Oh, 
believe me, this priest will be a most grateful son, a most 
dutiful brother; he will mever cause you grief or anguish. 
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On the contrary, he will be your great joy and consolation, 
especially at the hour of death. 

Those who send part payments for scholarships will help 
us avoid much delay in forwarding their money to Europe, if 
they will please state clearly how they wish their donation 
applied: either for a student’s full course, costixg $500.00 or 
for a student of theology costing from $250.00 to $300.00. Kind- 
ly mention, too, if you can read German. 

WasuincTon, D. C. I am sending a $50.00 check to start the 


education of a student of theology... It seems to me this is a good 
chance to take money to the next world i. e. to make friends there. 


DELEWARE. Enclosed you will find check for $500 for a poor student in. 
Europe whom God has called to the holy priesthood. May it be applied to a worthy 
student who will become a priest according to the Sacred Heart of Jesus. I am 
having trouble with my throat. Had three operations; don’t seem to get much 
better. Was thinking of having another, but thought if I send the money to some 
poor student my throat would get better if it is God’s will. 


The Heart-rending Poverty of Priests. 


Almost daily we receive heart-rending appeals for help 
from many secular and religious priests of Germany and 
Austria. They really suffer more than the ordinary day laborers. 
They see before them the greatest want, which the American 
Mass-stipend alone can relieve. Many must suffer the gnaw- 
ing pangs of hunger. Many suffer bitter cold as they have 
scarcely the most necessary clothing. On the feast of St. 
Michael, Sept. 29th of this year, the Holy Father in a writing 
from his own hand encouraged us, not to grow weary in 
this work of mercy. In consequence of the unheard-of high 
prices and the fall in value of German and Austrian money 
His Holiness has the gravest concerns about the convents of 
these unhappy countries for this winter and coming spring. 
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Adoration Book of the Blessed Sacrament 


A Franciscan Father: “I used the ‘Adoration Book’ last night 
in our Holy Hour and with great satisfaction. Iam prefect of the 
theological seminary here and have to conduct the Holy Hour week- 
ly; at times it becomes difficult to arrange an hour that will not be- 
come monotonous, and your book filled a long-felt need.” 


Parishes in which adoration is held in common during forty hours 
devotion, on special feasts, etc., will find this book most helpful. 
Suitable also for private visits to our Eucharistic Lord; for the Holy 
Hour, for Sunday afternoon services, etc. 


Contains twelve hours of adoration. Printed on fine quality pa- 
per. De Luxe edition. Size 5x 71-2 in. 400 pages. Genuine 
Leather, red edges, $3.00; gold edges, $3.50 


Golden Links 


A selection of devotional exercises for young people. Size 2% 
x 4% inches, 347 pages. White celluloid binding, chromo design 
on front cover, metal clasp, gold edges, $2.50. White Kid, $1.50. 
Black leatner binding, gold edges $1.co. Black cloth binding red 
edges, $0.60. Hand-bound. 


Joy in God 


A handy “‘Vest Pocket Manual” Size 4%4 x 2% inches 270 pages. 
Morocco Grain, gilt edges, $1.00. Hand-bound. 


Gems of Prayer 


A complete prayer-book. Size 3% x 4% inches, 402 pages. 
Leather binding, gold edges, $1.25; French morocco, embossed cover 
gold edges, $1.50; 


Jesus in the Hearts of Little Children 


Complete prayer-book for children from six to twelve years. 
Very appropriate for use in common at Mass and Communion. 
Durable cover. 20 cents each; 15 cents wholesale. 


Wonders of the Miraculous Crucifix of Limpias 
History of the manifestations of the Holy Christ of Limpias, 
Spain, since March, 1919. Marvels witnessed by bishops, priests, 
physicians and pilgrims. 10 cents each; $8.00 per 100 


The Miraculous Crucifix of Limpias, Spain — Pictures 
Three different views inexpressibly beautiful and true. Made up 
in an elegant 16-page map of finest art paper, with a short history 
of this remarkable Crucifix and edifying reflections on the Passion. 
20 cts. each; 6 for $1.00; 15 cts. each in quantities of 25 or more. 
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Our Booklet Publications 


Enthronement of the Sacred Heart in the Home 
Short history of this devotion. Its spirit and object. How to 
perform the Enthronement. Complete prayers for ceremonial. 


Six Discourses on the Enthronement 
Simply and charmingly Rev. P. Matheo relates some of the wonders 
effected in homes where the Sacred Heart has been Enthroned. 


Crue Veneration of the Sacred Heart 
The infinite love of the Heart of Jesus for the children of men. 
How we should return love for love and offer atonement. 

Come, Let Us Adore! 
Two hours of adoration extracted from the “‘Adoration Book of 
the Blessed Sacrament.” 1. Praise of the loving Heart of Jesus. 
2. Atonement to the Outraged Heart of Jesus. 


God Himself Our Sacrifice 
Will give you a better knowledge of Holy Mass. Even children 
will be drawn by these simple explanations and interesting miracles. 


Tn the Splendor of the Morning Sun 
Excellence of the Holy Sacrifice. By interesting explanations 
and examples it impresses the four ends of Holy Mass. 


Prayer, the Great Means of Grace 


The necessity of prayer; its excellence and sublimity; its effects. 


Little Teresa of the Child Jesus (enlarged edition) 
Sketch of the life of this seraph of love; wonders after her death; 
prayers. Excellent for circulation. 


Devotion to Mary 
Advantages of the veneration of the Holy Virgin. In what 
devotion to Mary consists. The Immaculate Conception. 
De Montfort’s Devotion to Mary 
Why we should go to Jesus through Mary. Essential points of 
the true devotion. Exterior practices. Acts of consecration. 
Mary, Mother of God 
Treats of the sanctity and dignity of Mary as Mother of God. To 
read it and in return not to love Mary is well-nigh impossible. 
Mary, Our Mother 
Our ladder to heaven; our consolation in affliction; our merciful 
refuge; our advocate in death; our deliverer from purgatory. 
Under Mary’s Mantle 
The powerful patronage of Mary. How to consecrate children to 
Our Lady. Some striking examples of how Mary protects her own. 
Che Rosary, My Creasure 
A key to heaven. Beauty of the rosary prayers. Reflections on 
the mysteries. The Arch-Confraternity of the Holy Rosary. 
Above booklets 10 cents each; $8.00 per 100 
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The Passion of Our Lord Jesus Christ 


It is impossible to find a more soul-thrilling description of our 
Redeemer’s Passion than the revelations of Anna Catherine Emmerich. 
In this book the intensity of our Lord’s sufferings and the compassion 
of His Blessed Mother are placed before our eyes with a clearness 
that overwhelms the soul with emotion. Few hearts can be so hard- 
ened as not to be deeply moved on reading this remarkable work. 
The book also contains a sketch of the life of Anna Catherine 
Emmerich, who bore the Wounds of our Savior in her own body. 


Tastefully bound in cloth, gold stamping. Price, $2.00. 


Father Paul of Moll 


An edifying book recounting the life and miracles of a saintly 
Flemish Benedictine who died in the year 1896. You will read with 
interest his quaint sayings and remarkable letters. Father Paul has 
been called the Wonderworker of the 19th century, so numerous were 
the miracles performed during his lifetime; nor have they ceased with 
his death. His life may be summed up in the words of the Gospel: 
““He went about doing good.” 


A sketch of the life of the holy patriarch St. Benedict, an ex- 
planation of his medal and prayers in his honor are also contained 
in this book. 

A handsome gift. Bound in blue cloth with gold stamping. Five phototone 
illustrations with a portrait of Father Paul as frontispiece. Price $2.00 


Inspiring Words of the BI. Cure of Ars 


The charming simplicity of this work appeals to the mind, the 
living unction imparted by its glowing words inflames the heart. The 
Blessed Cure of Ars had a profound knowledge of the human 
heart, and understood how to speak convincingly and impressively 
in plain, simple language of the fundamental truths of our holy reli- 
gion. Old and young will profit by this interesting book. 

Durable paper cover 25 cents each. 





We are again in a position to supply our friends with 


Santa Barbara Liniment 


An effective remedy for neuralgia or rheumatism. 
Any of these ailments will be speedily relieved and, as a 
rule, permanently cured if the Liniment is used at the 
proper time and according to the directions enclosed. 
Price per bottle $1.50. 


Can be procured genuine only from 
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Rosaries 


First Communion and Birthday Gifts 


Small beads, ro year guarantee, rolled-gold chain $2.00 
Large Deeds, *” 3 ” ” ” 2.75 
Colors — Opal, Crystal, Sappherine, Mother of Pearl, 


Amethyst, Emerald, Garnet, Jet and Topaz. 


Souvenirs for Graduation and Jubilees 
Rolled-gold beads elegantly carved in fluted design $4.00, 5.00 & 6.00 
Fine cut oval beads, various colors, 10 year guarantee 3.00 


Oval jet beads, handsomely cut and polished, rolled-gold cross 
and center emblem beautifully ornamented — 20 yr. guarantee 4.50 


Genuine black cocoa beads on rolled-gold chain. Handsome _ 1.50 


Rosaries for Daily Use 
Length 14-in. Small beads; 25 cts. each; per dozen 2.25 
“a 17-in. Medium size; 40 cts. each; per dozen 4.00 


Extra strong, made of best material obtainable, large oval 
beads nickel-bound cross — 60 and 70 cents 


When remittance accompanies the order, rosaries will be blessed with the 
Dominican, Crosier and Papal indulgences, and leaflet of explanation will be sent 


St. Benedict Jubilee Medal 
Heavily gold-plated. 
Without chain $1.00 On gold-filled chain 2.25 


Rolled-gold Scapular Lockets 


Small size, beautifully engraved, on gold-filled chain 2.75 
Large size, ” ” ” ” ” ” 3-25 
Scapular Medallions with rolled-gold-plated rim 0.25 
Gilt Scapular Medal 0.25 
Aluminum Scapular Medals 3 for 0.25 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Mo. 
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Artistic Devotional 
Pictures 
For Framing 
Make your seleétion from the follow- 
ing list of exquisite photo-tone pictures. 
They are inexpressibly beautiful with 
heavenly countenances. Such repre- 


sentations inspire devotion and will 





edify the members of your househ 
as well as your visitors. Remember, 
the piétures on your walls manifest the 
spirit of your home. 


Pi@tures will be blessed upon request. 





Sacred Heart of Jesus, full figure - 18 x 28 i 
Sacred Heart of Jesus, bust - : 15 X 19 
Sacred Heart of Jesus, bust II X 14 
Sacred Heart of Jesus Pleading | "With renewal 8 x 12 
Sacred Heart of Jesus Reigning | of Consecration 8 x 12 
Sacred Heart of Jesus Bleeding 8 x 12 in. 1octs.;10 x 14 
Sacred Heart of Jesus} _ ; , 17 X 21 
Sacred Heart of Mary{ ©°™pamion pictures |, x a4 
The Last Supper - - 20 x 32 
Our Lady of the Sacred Heart - ‘ 18 x 26 
Mother Most Sorrowful _ - : ‘ 14 X 22 
Mother Most Amiable . . - 16 X 25 
Mother Most Admirable  - ‘ . 10 X 14 
Agony of Our Lord , ‘ . 16 x 24 
Ecce Homo ‘ : - 14 X 19 
The Holy Face . ‘ ‘ . 16 x 21 
St. Joseph in Glory : ‘ . 18 x 24 
Death of St. Joseph ‘ . . 15 X 22 
Angel Guardian’ - . , ‘ 10 X 19 
Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Mo. 





Many have asked for back numbers of Tabernacle and 
Purgatory. We have a quantity of odd numbers on hand, 
each containing instructive and valuable reading matter. 
Mailed on request at 6 cents each or five different copies 
for 25 cents. Just think what a bargain! You will obtain 
150 pages of wholesome and entertaining reading matter, 
interspersed with beautiful pictures. 








